beads. *I know what work means. You must have quiet to work well.
The country has no quiet anywhere. Nobody could really work.'

'There may be no work for you and for me/ murmured little Tania.
'But Euphrosynia Pavlovna is different, she is well again and she is
strong, and she is so well educated, too------'

'They have no use for real education,5 retorted Varvara Filipovna.
'This is a madhouse,' and she wept over her dinner of fish soup and
potato cutlets. They forgave her the outburst: they remembered that
her loud-spoken daughter was leaving for Kiev in a few days, nobody
would come to see Varvara Filipovna again till the spring, so the
daughter had said, and Varvara Filipovna knew she could not be
certain of any spring coming near her door again. So she looked
miserable and sniffed and wept, and even a patience could not console
her.

The others lay and listened to Varvara Filipovna, and Frossia knew
they all tacitly agreed with the peevish monologue. Frossia ceased to
listen and occupied herself with other things. She gave the china bear
to Sister Irma, and distributed the gaily coloured beads between the
two nurses. Elena Ivanovna had sent her a parcel of clothes, all of them
old but neat. She was all ready to leave, dressed in the shabby blue
blouse and skirt and a thick brown overcoat, but it was too early, and
she found she had a whole hour on her hands. She opened Dead
Souls when she heard little Tania's voice.

'Are you very sad?'

Most of the others were asleep by now, and little Tania spoke in a
whisper.

'No ... Why should I be?'

'Because of those words . . . Poor Varvara Filipovna! When you
are young it is sometimes unbearable, and it becomes a glory to bear it
at all. And when you are old, it is like the opposite bank of a river, its
lights growing clearer and nearer with every new pain. But in middle
age it is nothing but a burden....' she paused for breath, she had never
talked so much. 'You don't think we live in a madhouse?'

'No,' said Frossia without hesitation. 'Not unless we imagine it to
be one.'

'I understand German a little,' went on little Tania. 'Poor Klara
Karlovna! She reads her old psalter as though it were a time-table.
Once, months ago, she read that psalm with a verse in it about going
through the vale of misery and using it for a well, and she read it
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